CHAPTER: 3

The Saint with
Two Bodies

"FATHER, if I promise to return home without coercion,
may I take a sight-seeing trip to Benares?'*
My keen love of travel was seldom hindered by Father.
He permitted me, even as a mere boy, to visit many cities
and pilgrimage spots. Usually one or more of my friends
accompanied me; we would travel comfortably on first-
class passes provided by Father. His position as a rail-
way official was fully satisfactory to the nomads in the
family.
Father promised to give my request due consideration.
The next day he summoned me and held out a round-trip
pass from Bareilly to Banaras, a number of rupee notes,
and two letters.
"I have a business matter to propose to a Banaras
friend, Kedar Nath Babu. Unfortunately I have lost his
address. But I believe you will be able to get this letter
to him through our common friend, Swami Pranaba-
nanda. The swami, my brother disciple, has attained ^an
exalted spiritual stature. You will benefit by his com-
pany; this second note will Serve as your introduction."
Fathers eyes twinkled as he added, "Mind, no more
flights from home!"
I set forth with the zest of my twelve years (though
time has never dimmed my delight in new scenes and
strange faces). Reaching Banaras, I proceeded imme-
diately to the swamfs residence. The front door was open;
I made my way to a long, hall-like room on the second
floor. A rather stout man, wearing only a loincloth, was
seated in lotus posture on a slightly raised platform. His
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